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Christmas is
WIIKULYKK: occasion is

r less of a re-li.r-.- oa

character. Im t usa.su and surround-
ings hm' much to lo witli the festive oh-- t

rvai.ro of tlu day. IIro, wealth and
fashion have somewhat changed the oc-

casion. People go to church lss and
give more expensive gifts. Years ago
the ci.v was simple, joyful and pictur-
esque a time of home-coming- s, love-making- s,

pardons and prayers. The
Merkurs were hum;, the children ap-

peared with a groat hurt ah to lind three
or four bright pennies, randies, a few
i'aisir.s. a rosy-- t heeked apple. It was a
children's juhil e, with roast turkey,
miner pies, l lind man's buff, and puss in
the corner. The practice of making pres-

ents was little known. Farther hack our
1'tiritnn forefathers considered all fri-

volities pagan mummeries, and attempted
to uproot the too-lavis- h pleasure of the
lYr.le-tid- e of merry Old England.

There, as here, the new order of things
has not banished the children's joy of
hanging up the stocking. There, too, old
superstitions prevail. The Yule log. the
cellar, barrel, the mistletoe, the lighting i

of the Christmas fire, the candles, the
carols are stiil part of an occasion when
the norility display splendid munificence.
.You Mill find the plum pudding, the holly,
the snapdragons, the boar's head decor-ntc- d

with rosemary. The Canadians are
in harmony with these customs, and at
St. John, New IJrunswick. distinctive
1'atuies prevail. There is sleigh riding.
hockey on the frozen lakes, and curling j

matches-- . After dinner, sumptuous gifts j

'are distributed from a ship, the masts
reachii.g to the ceiling, thus taking the
place of the Christmas tree. A jolly old
mariner is hailed as "St. Nicholas," and
Le unloads his cargo. After a feast, tin
older people dawr their favorite "Sir
Hoger" with old-tim- e steps and visor. In
J'eni there is a great church festival.
3ihoj s and choristers, gorgeously lad.
Loa ring tapers, carrying images bedecked j

vith jewels. A safe heads the proces- - j
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In some countries Santa Clans is ac-- f

o.npr.niod by an evil spirit which attends
?:o naughty hoys and girls. In (lennany

n-- l Austria "Christ Kindchen" Hies down
from heaven with gifts for good children,
while the hobgoblin, "Krampus." creeps
ip to the bedside of bad ones and leaves

a switch. In Helgium the children till

their shoes with hay and vegetables for
Santa Clans horse, and in the morning
lind presents instead. In Hohemia men
dressed as Santa Clans and the evil spirit.
Itupprecht, go about rewarding good and
punishing had juveniles. In Italy and
Spa in, Kpiphany takes the phu-- o of
Christmas, and in Russia Santa Claus is
the chief saint of the (I reek churches.

In Poland Christmas is the season of
'the little star." They have tlu? little
star tree, little star carols, little star pres-
ents. It begins after the twelfth night,
January 0, with the appearance of the
first star. Then conies the little star sup-
per, the breaking of the wafer, when
wrongs are forgiven, quarrels forgotten.
A hay manger is under the table a me-

morial token. All the presents are hid-

den, and the children search for them,
singing Gregorian chants. A show with
marionettes follows, a survival of sacred
drama r. the middle ages. In Central
America this same idea is executed by
out-of-do- or tableaux, portraying religious
scenes.

Ireland's warm-hearte- d peasantry have
a most attractive Christmas feast, last-
ing two weeks. Th.y visit each other,
greeting are exchanged, and court-
ships contracted for the following
fchrovotide. They make the "Christ-
mas mold," or huge long candle;
the log deal block is tired, the
door thing open for friend, enemy and
mendicant, and "eaed mille failte" a
thousand timrs wrlcome) includes every-
body. Steaming bowls of punch, stirring
poteen and merry roystering till in the
time.

Naturally enough. Christmas is the
prent fete day at Hcthlohcm. At mid-
night a procession starts with candles,
headed by a patriarch bearing the divine
child in a manger on a silken cushion,
rose-colore- d and gold-embroidere- d, under
which is u straw bed with thorns. He
proceeds to the spot where Jesus was
horn, chanting the story of the nativity,
and places the child on a silver star. All
Jielhlehem watche: with lighted randies,
commemorating th occasion which at
that hour is in the minds and hearts of
many millions of Christendom.

OLD LIVERPOOL BEN.

It was the afternoon of New Year's
Day, and that morning the American
clipper ship Fay a I, bound from ltoston
to I lingo, had crossed the 'iine," and now
lay becalmed on a glassy sea, innocent of
t.o ninth as a "cat's paw" as far as eye
could see.

There were thirty-tw- o of a crew on the
old I'ayal, besides "Miss Marie," the
Captain's child, a dear little tot of (J, the
acknowledged sovereign of every man
on board and the brightest ray of sun-
shine that ever gladdened the hearts of
those hardened old salts who had oast
loose from all home ties so many years
ago. that children were to them beings
little short of mythical. Hut a year be
fere, Marie's mother had died on the pass
age home from Calcutta. She had mar

ried Capt. (Jleason against the wishes of
her family and they had cast her off.
When she died, he, too proud to ask her
family to care for the child, and having
no relatives, had taken upon himself the
task of rearing the child, and her whole
life had been spent on board ship.

A less lovable nature than hers would
have been spoiled by all the petting and
devotion shown by all about her, but she
was always the same cheery, bright, hap-
py little fairy, and in her presence, the
Captain, a quiet, almost morose, man,

si
If

is m Jill

fc-l-j

whose life, the mate afterward told me,
had been darkened by the loss of his wife,
was a changed being, and many a time
had some jioor sailor escaped punishment
that would surely have been inflicted had
it not been for the kindly interference of
Miss Marie. Her supreme favorite on
Itoard was "Liverpool Hen," n rough,
weather-beate- n old tar, who for forty-fiv- e
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years had sailed in ships and waters of all
kinds and countries, but was still active
and alert, and could go aloft with the
youngest of us.

Little Muri had found a way into his
I withered old heart the first week out, and

a good part of Don's watch below was
spent in making fancy lanyards and doll ,

hammocks for his little sweetheart, or
sitting on the main hatch, telling her mar-
velous tales of old ocean and the inhabit-
ants thereof.

On this particular New Year's after-
noon of which I speak, the two were seat-
ed at the foot of the mainmast, his scant,
gray, rnkempt locks forming a sweetly
pretty foil to her golden curls, as, with
her sunny head nestled upon the shoulder
of his fresh, clean Crimean shirt, worn
only on state occasions, she listened with
rapt r.ttention to a stirring tale of a beau-
tiful lady taken prisoner by pirates, and
rescued by a man-of-wa- r, with Uen as
commander, he having been notified of the
beautiful lady's captive condition by a
friendly Uyiug-risl- i that had come on
board iu the dead of night for the express
purpose of telling Hen all about it. The
Captain had gone below for his usual
after-dinne- r nap. leaving the deck in
charge of the Mate, who was leaning
against theweather-mizze- n rigging. lost in
dreams, probably of home and New Year's
of his boyhood days. Overhead the sky
was clear as a bell, not a cloud in sight
from horizon to horizon, and the entire
crew seemed to have taken on, as if by
contagion, the air of lethargy that pre-
vailed on all sides. 1 had snugly en-

sconced myself, unknown to Hen and the
baby, behind the mainmast and fallen in-

to a doze.
How long I slept I know not. but sud-

denly I was startled from my slumbers by
the ship's heeling over and the mate's
hoarse voice issuing orders to call out thts
watch to shorten sail. In five minute
the sky, so lately clear and smiling, was
black as night. Forerunners of what was
to follow come in short, quick puffs of
wind and spits of rain. Light halyards
were let go and the yards came clattering
down by the run. No time to furl. If
we could get the sails clewed up we would
do well. The squall was now almost on
us. and unless we could manage to get the
ship's head off before it, we knew that we
would soon be in a tight place.

"Hard up," sang out the mate to the
man at the wheel, but the ship had not
steerageway and failed to resiond to the
heim. The squall was now on us, with a
blinding sheet of rain and a shrieking gust
of wind. It struck the ship fairly aback,
and before her head would pay off, there
was a crack and snapping aloft, and away
went fore and maintop masts, like pipe-stem- s.

"All hands clear away wreckage," roar-
ed the Captain, who had taken the deck.
"Lively men, lively; cut and cut deep,"
and cut .'eep we did.

The cargo had shifted, and the ship was
nearly on her beam ends, as, waist deep
in water, we strove to cut clear the tan-
gled mass of rigging that held the wreck-
ed spars, which were pounding against
the ship's sides like massive battering
rams, threatening every moment to put
a hole in her that would send us all to the
bottom. The sea was rising each min-
ute and wood and iron could not long
stand the repeated blows from the spars
as they were driven against the side with
greater force by each succeeding sea. All
of a sudden a cry went up: "Where's Hen
and the baby?"

At that moment a vivid flash of tropi-
cal lightning illuminated the scene, and
by its glare, I saw, just to leeward, Hen
with one arm about a piece of wreckage,
holding the child in the other, striving
vainly to make his way through the surg-
ing mass of broken timbers and rigging
to the ship, lie was not far away, but
impeded as lie was, with the use of but
one hand, and the cruel seas sweeping
clear over them both, as the ship fell off
in the trough of the sea and dashed the
water from her side, the task was a hope-
less one. There stood the crew, brave

men al! of them, whose wnole lives had
been sp-n- facing danger and peril, any
one o om would have gladly risked his
life to ':. baby, but they were helpless.
Bet wet u? ship and Hen lay a network
of rope- spars grinding against each'
other, t'i ,h which it had been fool-hardin- et

s r any man to try to pass. The
ropes about the deck were hopelessly
mixed up, as they washed about the flood-
ed deck.

The lightning flashes now had become
so frequent as to be almost continuous.
The Captain was frantic. All thought for
the safety of the ship had passed from our
minds: our our object now was to rescue
Hen a ad the baby. Something washing
about the deck struck my leg and 1

stooped to cast it clear of me. It was the
log reel, torn loose no doutt from its rack
on the mainmast, when the squall first
struck us. As I saw it a thought struck
me. Grasping the end of the log line in
one hand, with the other I threw the reel
clear of the wreck, at the same time
shouting to Den to grasp it. And even
as 1 shouted another thought passed
across my mind. That slender, half rot-
ten line would never bear the strain of
two bodies being hauled through those an-
gry waters. I was ashamed to warn
Hen of this, but he needed no warning.
Hy the next flash we could see Hen cast-
ing a bow-lin- e about Marie's shoulders.
Then came a faint cry from to leeward,
nearly drowned by the rushing of waters
and crunching of timber.

"Lay nfr men. and haul in."
Twenty hands had the line in as many

seconds, and carrying it aft where it
would bo clear of the wreckage, we haul-
ed in. Poor wee Marie, white as a spirit,
save for a crimson stain upon her marble
forehead where some cruel spar had
struck our baby a severe blow, her eyes
closed, and her poor bruised lingers
clutching the line with a grip; when wo
lifted her over the rail we scarcely dared
hope that it was not too late that aid had
come. The Captain, clasping the tiny,
inanimate form to his breast, bore her to

the cabin.
Again the log reel was cast to leeward,

this time by the strong arm of the boats-
wain, and even as it struck the water a.

vivid glare lit up the scene, followed al-

most instantly by an t.ppalling clap o
thunder. Every rye was cast toward the
spot where Hen had last been seen, but
he was gone.

Next morning when the sea had gone
down and the sun once more shot forth its
dazzling rays, we found him. Entangled
in the network of rigging, battered into
an almost shapeless mass, there the body
floated, rising and falling gently with the
swell. Reverently we cut loose the ropes
that bound him and carried him on board.
Vork was stopped while a canvas shroud

was made, with some coal sewed at the
foot, and we stood with bared heads about
the gangway and the Captain, in a voice
shaking with emotion, read the service
for the burial of the dead. The body was
placed upon the rail, the signal was given,
there was a gentle splash, and what had
been the earthly tenement of a noble,
manly soul passed beneath the clear, blue
waters from our sight. Homeless, old
and poor, his inglorious life had gone out
in a blaze of glory, not less bright than
that surroundiug the greatest soldiers of
history.

Mario recovered from a long illness.
She is a woman now, and when persons
ask the cause of the sear upon her fore-

head she sometimes relates this story
very much as I have told it to you.

Insult to Injury.
Thhitlewood Did he say anything to

you when he handed you the bill?
Impocune Yes; wished me a happy

New Year.

A. CHBIST3IAS DANCE.

CELEBRATING THE FESTIVAL IN
THE MOUNTAINS.

rhf? AfTair Consists of Dancing xvith
IVump Mountain Lassies, a Houn-- t'

oiis Supper, with Lota of Pumpkin,
and a Game of Snap.

A Regular "Shindis."
It was an odd fancy that possessed us.

writes Will Allen Droomgtn.de, in the
Utica Clobe. that of seeing Christinas iu
the mountains. Accordingly Christmas
Kvo found us, Joe and mo, in the Cu:n- -

berlands, with the snow coming down in
soft, drowsy drops. We were heartily
received by a mountaineer who mistook
us for hunters and bade us welcome to
his home.

"Nobody here but the ole 'oman an' me
an' our gals, them two ye see milkin' the
cows cz you uns come along the big road.
Likely gals they air, an' mostly stiddy.
but they hev got a tetch o' Chris'mus iu
the'r bones right now, ter be shore. Ho-
tter be thinkin' about the day uv wrath,
the jedgmint, an' the lake ez burns with
tire an brimstone. I say."

Christmas in their bones; so then it
comes the Christ-time- , on the mountains
as well as in the valley. Hut how? Eire-cracker- s?

Santa Clans? Turkey gob-

blers? A revival of religion, or how?
We soon learned that the blessed myth of
babyhood was unknown in the mountains.
Santa Claus had never heard of the little
tow-head- s in the Cumberlands. Thero
would be a dance, however and when
Jim Walker rode over on a mule to invito
"our gals" to "the shindig that night at
Walker's Eord." our m-nd- s were quite
made up. We determined to make two of
the "gals" invited.

It was not yet 4 o'clock when the "gals."
Sally and Edie, climbed up into tin-- ,

wagon, and Joe and I climbed after them,
and we set out to the shindig at the Ford.
Wo "tnk up" five others on the road, to
sny nothing of "C'lumbus." the young
man in a crazy little suit of store clothes
that seemed to be as old as the mountain
itself.

We reached the Ford at sunset. We

mi
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were not the first by any means. The
sound of a liddle. tortured int a jumpy
kind of melody, the noise of shullling feet,
together with the monotonous call to
"swing!" all told us that the frolic w:'.s
well begun. As we drew up before a rude
cabin tucked away in a nest of cedar tre.-- s

by the roadside, through the low door the
light streamed with cheery welcome,
broken now and then by the tall ligure of
some gaunt mountaineer following th
mazes of the dance. The yard around the
alin was full of furniture beds, chairs,

tubs, spinning wheel, and even a little
box cradle stood rooking in the wind,
half filled with sift, white snow. The
household goods had been removed to
make way for the dancers. The room
was literally packed with people. They
jostled and crowded, joked and danced.
The spindle figure of the tiddler moved
doxteriously in and out among the dancers
as he walked up and down, playing,
prompting and sometimes dancing to
avoid the crush. Our host met us at t In-

door.
"Come in." he called, "come in Chris -

raus don't come but onc't a year."
We were soon "swinging" the moun-

tain girls as vehemently as the rest of
the boys. How the girls did dance! Their
arms were bowed, as if they meant to
fly. One shoulder was lifted and they
edged up, sidewise, to their partners, like
litt lo bantams preparing for a tussle.
They danced quietly, too, so far as the
feet were concerned. It was the boys
who did the kicking and jumping and
shouting. The girls were solemn little
nuns, who lelt "the heft of the work" to
their pretty arms and shoulders.

Soon came supper. In the center of the
table stood the little brown jug. tilled
with cider, and it was surrounded by
putnpkin. There was pumpkin stewed,
"punkin pie," "punkin butter," "punkin
custard" and something "our gal" Sally
passed to me in a yellow bowl which,
when asked what it might be, she told :ne
was "jest punkin." There was cabbage,
too. winter cabbage dug out of its grave
in the "suller," and corn bread, stewed
beans and iound cake eaten with "sass."
Ami there was dried apple pie and honey,
buttermilk, and something in a broken-nose- d

pitcher which the giddy Sally told
me was the "muloy cow's milk." and
which I discovered to be boiled custard

DOWN WITH A WHACK I CAME.

plentifully loaded with apple brandy.
After supper we had a game of "snap"

while the fiddler rested. Snap consisted
of two couples and a good deal of kissing.
One couple took a stand in the center of
the room, facing each other, with arms ex-

tended and the hands of the young lady
securely clasped in the hands of the young
man opposite. It was necessary the clasp
should be firm to insure against the cy-

clonic attack of the second couple, who
were expected to perform about this pair.
The performance was simple and terrific.
A plump little mountain lass sidled up to
her "fellow" and saucily snapped her fin-ge- rs

in his face. A challenge. Hefore
the stupid can" rally from, or for, the at-

tack, the girl is off, darting around the
'couple in the center of the room with the
big fellow who was snappvd in full chase,
ilf he catches her a kiss. If he doesn't
catch her she never stops until he dortrV- -

so there Is sure to be n kiss. Refresa?ng,
I thought, feeling secure as a looker-o- n in
Vienna, when suddenly something went
off directly before my nose, ami as soon
as the smoke cleared away suflieiently I
discovered "our gal" Sally avorting
around the hand-locke- d couple, and some
one cal'ed to me that I had "been snap-
ped." Snapped by Sally! I rose to th
occasion but the occasion was beyond
me. Ib und and round went Sally, and
around went I "away went Iilpin."
Suddenly my foot slipped, and down with
a whack I came upon the puncheon, while
the flying Sally passed over me like ;i
streak of runaway lightning. There was
loud laughter, the kiss was declared for-
feited, and Sally and I "locked hands"
and stood our turn "in the mid. lie" for tha
other snappers to exercise themselves
upon.

A Christinas Tree.
I am

a t ree. a
Christmas tree.
ho. mrry do

I f'el. t think of wh:it
I used to le, it makes

uif fairly peal with laughter t

retlect that I have grown,
sineo I had come from Nature's
haunts heneath the sky. to hear

up Johnny's drum; to carry candy on
my back, and popcorn halls galore,

and many another line knick-knac- k from
Santa Claus' store. With candles I

am lighted up; with presents loaded down,
and so to ir.e Iii; nj the cup. and toast

me through the town. This is my day of all
thed.iys, I tremble with delight, and every

branch within meswnys. fcr I am doing right.
'Tis true my load i heavier than when, a

gay young twig. I fluttered with my brothef
tir. and thought myself quite big. I'.ut

no one knows what happiness, my sisters
and my brothers, can be obtained

unsought, unless you've done soma
good to others. And so alt hough
a heavy load I'm bearing up to-

day. I feel so g .mI that I'll
be hlowed: I'd like to float

away to some land
where then i no

past, and
where l he
c h lldreu
will never
leave me.
Then let
Christmas
last for-

ever and forever!
Tuia Massoii. Iu Life.

HOLLY IN DECORATION.

Its Plump Kcd Herries Make a Hcantl-fu- l
Christmas Adornment.

A picturesque shrub especially useful
at this time of the year is the holly, with
its tough and shining spinous leaves and
its pretty little full, round berries. It in
the only plant appropriate to this happy
period that relieves the dead green and
monotonous white of the nontlow ering
plants and vines supposed to belong to
Christmas and the days that follow
Kpiphany. Like tin mistletoe, most of
the holly exposed for sale in American
marts conies fronitireat ltritain. although
some species of the plant grow in tho
Southern States.

The t oinniercial holly, however, is cut
in Scotland and sent here in bag":. It is
most valuable to work tip in combination
with laurel, ivy, and mistletoe. int
wreaths, anchors, stars, crowns, and other
ecclesiastical designs, while for running
decorations, that is long festoon-- - and
great sweeps of green, a few of the bright
red berries wound in at regular intervals
heightens the effect and relieves the eye.

The favorite manner of arranging holly
for sale is to make it tip into some ono
of the numerous designs appropriate to

'
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the day and the season, and thus most
of the plant offered this year is fashioned.
Holly is not so expensive as the mistletoe,
and is more hardy and lasting. It has no
tradition collected with it, however, and
thus loses its sentimental value. Hut to
the decorator, the artist, the florist, and
the dealer it is one of the best, most
ornate, and suggestive plants for use at
home or in public places that can b
selected at this season.

A Christmas Fruit Cake.
Cream together one pound of brown

sugar and one pound of butter, writes
Prances K. Lanigan. in a practical article
on "Christmas Cakes and Candies" in
the Ladies' Home Journal. Heat tho
yolks and white of ten eggs separately.
Add the yolks with one pound of seeded
raisins, one pound of currants, and half
a pound of sliced citron, one-thir- d of an
ounce each of ground cinnamon and nut-
meg, and one-quart- er ounce each of
ground mace and cloves, also one pound
of flour that has been slightly browned.
Add the whites of the eggs. Mix and
beat well. Turn into a mold and bake
for five hours in a moderate oven. He-fo- re

using, ice and decorate with candied
fruit.

. I'quippetl.
"Are you ready to meet that solemn

event in every man's existence, the nevr
yearV" asked the meditative man.

"You bet 1 am." replied his flippant
friend. "I have more material for swear-
ing off than I ever had before in my life.

Washington Star.

Resolutions.
Oh, thosp New Year resolutions that w

made with holy awe.
How they melted like the snowbanks In

January thaw!
How the man who broke his meerschaum

and vowed to smoke no more.
Now smokes an old nt pipe behind th

cellar door.

Unlike Him.
Cora I was so surprised when Mr. de

Jinks called to pay the compliments of the
season.

Merriit No wonder. That's the onljj
thing I ever knew him t9 pajr. Judge


